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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Thought I'd like to have a look at Samoa, just to 
see how things are getting on. Wish they’d take my advice and let 
the Samoans have a say in the matter. Found them all talking 
about the “massacre” of the British and American tars caught in 
ambush. (It’s always a massacre when the other side does it— 
when your side scores, that’s “brilliant strategy.”) That the 
sailors did their duty bravely and well goes without saying. 


IT’S SAMOA-NFUI FACT. 


Off to the shore they fly, 
Plunged into battle by 
War “‘ made in German-y”’ 
(Savages sundered). 
‘‘Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to do or die,”’ 
Though, plain to naked eye, 
‘* Somoan(e) had blundered ’’! 


Spent the afternoon at the Grand Habitation of the Primrose 
League in the Albert Hall (a decidedly Grand Habitation, that!) A 
good deal of politics were talked—mainly by A. J. Balfour, Esq., 
M.P., and they all seemed very satisfied with themselves and things 
generally, so I suppose it’s all right. Still, when people talk about 
the Budget—but there, there’s ‘always a somethink,” as Mrs. 
Brown says. Got among “ the other lot’ in the evening. Dined 
with Lord Kimberley and the Royal Colonial Institute at the 
Metropole, and attended Lady Campbell-Bannerman’s first official 
reception at Grosvenor Place. 


Thursday.—Went and brought Lord Salisbury back from the 
Continent. Noticed he’d had his hair cut. Query—French 
Cabinet got at his ‘‘ Celtic fringe” ? Nobody noticed his return much 
in the excitement of the Primrose wedding—irony of fate to be 
extinguished by a Primrose! Being due at the Abbey and 
berkeley Square myself, had to leave the Premier to get home as he 
could. Think he managed all right. Heseems much chirpier than 
he did before he went away. Dined with Sir George Trevelyan and 
the Royal Literary Fund at the Whitehall Rooms. Also with the 
National Association of Grocers’ Assistants at the Holborn. 


Friday.—Ran into the Mansion House with the Salvation Army 
(that was me with the big drum). Cecil Rhodes spoke a piece—he’s 
rather fond of armies of all sorts, so he didn’t go back on 
the S.A. Dined with the Royal Eye Hospital. 


Saturday.—Made my way over to Aranci Bay and helped the 
King and Queen of Italy to review the Italian and British ficets. 


— 





They did it very well, considering. Admiral Rawson was very nice 
about it. Went round to Littlestone-on-Sea afterwards and did my 
bit in the Parliamentary Golf Handicap. Looked in at the New 
Gallery private view—some attractive pictures and smart people all 
on show. Had to leave early to put in an appearance at 
Joachim’s Diamond Jubilee at Berlin, which—considering how long 
I remember Joachim—made me feel aged. However, Joachim very 
nice about it, and showed ms his presents. Shall go in for a 
diamond jubilee myself. Had a look in at the Niagara Hall, too— 
an exhibition to the glory of that bane and benefit of life, adver- 
ticeement. Found it interesting. Dined with Captain Coghlan at 
New York, and heard him commit his famous “ indiscretion ’’ with 
regard to the Germans at Manila. 


SAY! 


You may think the Germans a job-lot crew, 
With three-for-a-dollar banners ; 

Not sea-dogs at all, but sea-puppies, who 
Have never acquired “‘ sea manners” ; 

You may think them a fat-head, bumptious lot, 
For a-monkeying in the way so 

With ill-bread impudence—but it’s not 
Advisable, pr’aps, to say so ! 


Got over to Toynbee Hall, and helped to present Dr. Gardner with 
a “ bowl of gratitude ’"— afterwards indulged in a bowl of gratifica- 
tion (with a bit of lemon in it), and got home all right. 


Monday.—Brought the Duke and Duchess of York back from 
Ireland—Kingstown to Holyhead—a deuce of a rough passage we 
had, too. Had a look at C.J. Watson's drawings at Dunthorne’s, and 
spent the rest of the afternoon at the Old Water Colour Society's 
Show, 

Tuesday.—Took a lazy fit to-day and a holiday. 
by myself, the world unknowing, by the world forgot—and 
it!—left both my matches and the corkscrew behind me ! 
with the rag-pickers of Paris. 


Went right away 
dash 
Dined 


THE PICK OF THE BASKET. 


When your appetite’s good and you hunger"for food 
With a quite uncontrollable eagerness, 
And you cannot conceal your contempt for a meal 
With the slightest suspicion of meagreness, 
When, in peckishness vast, e’en an ample repast 
For more may induce you to kick a bit, 
To Paris, the gay, we will hasten away, 
And there, with the rag-pickers, pick®afbit. 
THE Sporrer. 
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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontancously sent in No contributions can be ret 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No. 1,773. 
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OLtp Sty_teE—May BLooms. 


A Revolutionary Witticism. 


fA German newspaper makes the charmingly-ironical suggestion 
that Mr. Rhodes should—for his alleged patronage of Germany on 
the Samoan question—be bemedalled as ‘ Cecilius Rhodesius 
Germanie Protector.’’—Morning Leader. | 


O, WELL may Wilhelm cease to boast 
His mightiness, and fail to toast 
Himself (with guttural thunder-words) in brimming bowls of 
nectar, 
If erstwhile faithful tribes devise 
A scheme to apotheosize 
Cecilius Rhodesius Germani# Protector! 


O, well may that wild wag, by whom 
The joke was penned, be on the doom 
Of Kladderadatsch's editor a penitent reflector ! 
By lesion-laws he'll sure be clawed 
Who dares though but in jest —applaud 
Cecilius Rhodesius Germaniez Protector ! 
O, well may Cecil (when be next 
Seeks Germany) be vexed, perplexed, 
To find himself transmogrified into a modern Hector, 
And Berlin's bounds to Trojan walls— 
Round which Achilles- Wilhelm hauls 
Cecilius Rhodesius Germania Protector ! ! 
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New StytE—May BLoomers. 





Stockbrokers at Play. 


THE Stock Exchange is closed to-day, 
3ecause it is the First of May; 

The ‘“‘ bulls”’ the ** horn of plenty ”’ quaff, 
And “ bears ’’ join in the merry laugh, 
And, rest assured, there’s no regret 

That for one day they can forget 

‘*The ups and downs of life” they feel, 

As stocks and shares so oft reveal! 





The More Enormous Enormity. 


[The defendant ina recent breach of promise action was shown 
to have wound up a billet-doux with ‘Yours in all lovingship.” 
Damages were assessed at £200. } 


‘Hers in all lovingship"’ Juan professed himself! 
Hers he remained not; the loving-ship smote 

The dread Fickleness Rocks, and its skipper expressed himself 
Grieved, when “ Old Antick "’ his damage-bill wrote! 


Now, Cupid is sightless: so Pity enjoineth us 
Blindness- born errors to kindly condone. 
But all coins ever coined, for the foible which coineth us 


| ty — . P . "*Y . 7 
Words such as LOVINGSHIP, could not atone! 
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Our Sons of ‘Empire. 


NATIONAL ODE OF WELCOME TO THE NEW SOUTH 
WALES LANCERS. 


iffy! ; 





Gatco mMBe 


A JOYFUL thrill of pride runs through the nation, 
Pulsating strong, and true, to our heart’s core 

To see our ‘‘ Sons of Empire,” cross the ocean 
Full half the Globe, to reach Britannia’s shore. 


Now this fine, true, and patriotic spirit, 

This love of Queen and Empire so profound, 
Whose wide spread circle has no limit, 

Must claim our admiration deep and sound. 


They long’d to see the Old Home of their race, 
Forefathers’ kith and kin to search and find, 
To meet their blood relations face to face: 
The mighty tie of kinship thus to bind. 


Some types of ‘“* Austral fauna” hither bringing, 
The far-famed Emu, and the Kangaroo ; 

To British customs they are surely clinging, 
For their great country is so staunch and true. 


See New South Wales a regiment hopes to raise 

To serve as well-train’d troops throughout the world. 
This bold, brave feeling is beyond all praise: 

Her Sons will stand beside our flag unfurl’d. 


Hail ! then, ye “‘ Sons of Empire "’ great and free, 
Let all your aims be worthy, nobly grand, 

To reach the highest cult that ye can see 
Reflecting brightest honour on your land. 


Warm welcome to Britannia’s home and heart! 








% . Spring-Cleaning Hints. 


Reprinted from Home Health, by kind permission of the 
proprietors. 


_ SwEEeps.—The sweep is often a dirty and incompetent person,’ 
‘His services may be dispensed with by cleaning your own chimneys 
a8 ‘follows : One pound of gunpowder is wrapped in brown paper, 
provided with a lighted slow-match, and let half-way down the 
chimriey by meansjof a piece of string made fast to the roof. The 
explosion of the powder will infallibly blow out all the soot, which 
may then be collected and used as dentifrice, etc. 
WHITEWASH.—Take a quantity of whiting, break it up, and mix 
with ,water in a pail. Apply with a brush, If you are not tall 
enough to reach the ceiling without something to stand on, a pair of 
steps should be used. 


To CrEAN WaLt-PaPER.—Mix lime, sawdust, cart-grease, 
rosin, and Stockholm tar to the consistency of a stiff paste, and 
spread evenly on the soiledpaper. Allow it to remain for an hour, 
and then wash off thoroughly with a garden syringe. When the 
mixture is removed, it will take all stains with it. 


THE; Huspanp’s Room.—In cleaning your husband’s sanctum, 
the best way is to collect all his papers and throw them into a 
dusting sheet: When the work is done, the papers should be poked 
away into drawers or any other handy receptacle, so as to make the 
room look tidy and homelike. Re-arrange all his books, pictures, 
and furniture, asa little variety is always charming, and is sure to 
meet with his approval. 


Tonacco SMOKE.—The unpleasant odour of stale tobacco smoke 
may be effectually removed from living-rooms by setting light to a 
mixture of rubber tyre cement and turpentine, and securely closing 
the doors and windows. 


Carpets.—In taking up carpets, it is advisable to extract any 
nails which hold it to the floor. On relaying, the nails should be 
replaced and driven in with a hammer. Do not carry tintacks in 
the mouth, as they are apt to cause indigestion and flatulency if 
accidentally swallowed by amateurs. 


To CLEAN Kip GLoves.—Put on the gloves, and immerse the 
hands in scalding water in which soft soap and rotten-stone have 
been dissolved. Scrub them with a nail-brush, and keep them on 
your hands until they become thoroughly dry—which they will do 
in about ten hours—so as to retain the shape. 
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France Appreciates Our Premier Actress. 


AFTER ARROSTINO’S “HIGH JERRY, HO!” IN “THE 
MOUNTEBANKS.” 


[Le Petit Journal, in its criticisms of Sardou’s ‘‘ Robespierre,”’ 
speaks eulogistically of ‘ Sir H. Irving and Mme. Helley Derry,”’} 


THE journalist of Paris makes us long to shake his hand 
For the praises that he raises to our Mulley Derry, ho! 
It is plain (as Burns expressed it) that his‘ heart has been tre- 
panned,”’ 
In a manner most attractive and amusing, 
By our Helley Derry, ho! 
Fame-deserving deems he Irving; 
But, beglamoured, he’s enamoured 
Of our Helley Derry, ho! 


His journal makes pretensions that it voices Gallic creeds— 
So fair France’s fervid fancy’s smit by Helly Derry, ho! 
And our dear Lyceum goddess, ’mid a thousand triumphs, needs 
Must be gratified that Gaul is thus enthusing 
O’er Miss Helley Derry, ho! 
Valued rightly will this sprightly 
Approbation of a nation 
Be by Helley Derry, ho! 


Now, if e’er John Bull, ungallant, should incline to fighting France, 
Then, in attitude of gratitude, our Helley Derry, ho! 





In you may best and noblest instincts shine ! | 
Our power and might to aid, your force impart, | 
So may our glorious destinies entwine. | 


JaXE H. OAKLEY. 


Must advance to France's rescue, and such arguments advance 
As will Bull of martial whims be disabusing— 
Thanks to Helley Derry, ho! 
For—God bless us!—’twould distress us 
To be warrers with adorers 
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FRIENDLY SQOLICITUDE. 
Friend (to Gentleman Rider).—“' Now, old chappie, run no risks, for my sake ! 
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Remember, I’ve got a tenner on your mount!” 











The New Recruit. 


Bray the trumpets, bang the drums— 


Start a hymn-tune ringing! 
For Salvation Cecil comes 
Noble tidings bringing! 
He's converted, hip, hooray! 
Many realms to Britain’s sway— 
So Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay 


We are gaily singing. 


Captain Rhodes of the 8, A.— 


Soon to be a Major— 


He will show us all the way 
Old but gallant stager! 


Who dare laugh with ribald mirth, 


When the salt of all the earth 


Bangs a drum for all he’s worth ? 


He is right we'll wager! 


What will be his army “‘ pose ” ? 
Penitent stock-broker ? 

Goodness gracious only knows, 
He’s so smart a joker! 


Though in vain some take his name, 
He will “ get there just the same”: 


For he’s up to every game— 
Nap, and snap, and poker. 


Booth will have to wake up, now. 
Rhodes has “ found salvation ”’ ; 
Rival Gen'rals, you'll allow, 


Will be a sensation. 


Rival bands in every street 

All discoursing music sweet, 

Rival drums, al! bad to beat, 
Ought to whip creation ! 


Bramwell, you must shout “to arms,” 
In a manner bree 
“ Knee-drill’’ ought to soothe alarms, 
Though te feel un-knee-sy. 


Now t 


at Cecil Rhodes has come, 


He will make things fairly hum, 
While he beats his biggest drum, 
Who can take things easy! 


Rhodes will surely see it through— 
Fair, and square, and level— 

He will come and hold with you 
Wild but pious revel. 
He will tell you all, forsooth, 
Of his unconverted youth— 
He will up and tell the truth, 
Aye, and shame the devil! 


He will tell us why he made 
Mistakes he’s now regretting— 
All about that little Raid, 
‘* Applecart”’ upsetting ! 


‘* Inquiries ” 


shams, 


proved but 


empty 


Bottled stout and choicest hams— 
What about those telegrams ? 
After them we're fretting ! 


Now, upon the platform, he— 
Subterfuge forswearing— 
To our curiositee 

Will be most forbearing ! 
He will tell us, never doubt, 
Every little in and out, 


He 


His 


will tell us all about 
Litlander daring 


Bray the trumpets, bang the drums, 
Start a hymn-tune singing— 
To the “‘ music ’’ Cecil comes 
Information bringing ! 
He’s converted, hip, hooray ! 
He will tell us all, to-day, 
So, Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay, 
We are gaily singing ! 








Hard Lines. 


First Artist.—“ Are you hung this 
year?’’ 


Second Ditto (savagely).— 
hanged if Iam!” 





‘‘ No, I’m 





| “May tay, 


|  Wuere is the “Jack-in-the-Green” of 
May ? 
Once found in each rural spot ; 
| Where are the “ sweeps,” with antics 
| gay ? 
We've made a clean sweep of the lot! 
A pity that customs old should die. 
It seems we've no time for play ; 
We struggle to live, both you and I, 
And forget it’s the First of May ! 








Wuy is the German 
Oliver Twist ? 


Emperor like 


suse he wants Samoa | me more} 
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THE NEW RECRUIT. 


“FOR THE BETTERMENT OF HUMANITY.” THE HON 





CECIL RHODES HAS CONTRIBUTED £200 TO THE 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 140.) 
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Mr. Johnson from London. 
CHAPTERI. © 


“ Jounson ?” asked a diminutive agent of the tel h, spring- 
ing on the footboard of the fast train from | pr tomy nie & 
at an important station in the Midlands. 
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that’s your name.” ) 
“‘ None of your cheek” said Mr. Johnson, reddening. ** Just you 
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“WHat THE DEUCE 18 ALL THIS ABoUT?” 


‘What the deuce do you mean?” answered the individual 


addressed, angrily. “If you've got anything for Mister Henry 
Johnson, Hsq., just hand it over. If not, you just skip.” 

“There ain't nothing about Mister or uire,”.drawled the boy, 
referring to the missive in his hand, “ or yet "Enery, if it comes to 
t’s just plain Johnson, which will just 


hand over my rg and make yourself scarce!” 
“ Are you plain Johnson ?” 
‘*My name’s Johnson. That's enough for you.” 


“ Well, since you owns up, here you are. But if you’re so mighty 


perticular about the Mister, 'Enery, and Esquire, why don’t you 
get your washerwoman to spring another three-ha’pence when she 
— you a telegram about yer one and only, Yah! Clever, ain’t 
yer ? 
** Beastly little whelp,"’ muttered Mr. Johnson, as he 
himselt of the telegram, and vainly tried to cuff the boy at the same 
time. “They say the Post-Office needs reform,” he added, 
slowly unfastening the telegram, ‘and I should think so, too. 
Why not employ female labdur to do this sort of t 
it would have been if—instead of that brutal little urchin—a nice, 
retty, comely wench had delivered my message, and said. . . . 
od > an eatched hie high inted head 
> son scratc is h oin in lexity, 
sik wouaih the tom tanks. the tolene cor 
started again :— 
“Go to Bramton Hall on journey. I cannot.. 
Business, robbery urgent. W.I.G. safe.” 
“The gov’nor’s 
soliloquised Mr. Johnson. ‘‘Go to Bromton Hall—of course I’m 
oing, didn’t you send me ?—J-cannot—I knay that, you silly old 
uffer; you've got the gout—Business robbery wre 
course it is, you demented old fossil. It really is too bad that you 
can’t trust a man of my experience to travel a hundred miles with 
a paltry wig without making all this fuss. 
*Let’s see how the matter stands. Lady Heersute, an old 
emer of the boss, has a robbers t Bramt bil. Sri f 


t fit you, if 


hing? How nice 


egram contained as the train 


one clean off his cranium I should think,” 


. safe—of.. 





' 


her jewels, and the thief also steals from her bedroom her beautiful 
hair—the pride of the county, so the gov’nor tells me—which is 

more or less than a masterpiece of his own: a ificent 
wig. e old gal, who is as bald as a coot, gets a fearful shock, and 
wires off to?the boss for another, as she can’t even appear before her 
maid without it, for fear of losing her reputation. The old man 
gets the gout, has to let me into the secret, and I have to make the 
wig under his instructions, and, after enjoining the greatest secrecy 
and discretion, sends me down to try it on the old gal’s pate. But 
what he means by publishing it broadcast in a telegram licks me 
altogether. Perhaps I shall know more when I get .to Bramton, 
and, by Jove, here we are.” 


“Mr. Johnson, from London ?”’ 

*s Yes.” 

‘*Glad you’ve come. Lady Heersute has sent her carriage, and 
I’ve come to take you up. I’m Inspector Goodman, from Bir- 
mingham,” 

bade < or Goodman ! 
nervously. 

“Yes; we thought we oughtn’t to lose time, you know. The 
poor lady is quite prostrate, and will be till the affair is settled; 
can’t se@ anyone, in fact, and the people up there are anxiously 
expecting you.” 

“ But I thought it was to be done secretly,” urged Mr. Johnson. 

“So it should have been, but it leaked out somehow. The great 
can’t hide their light under a bushel. Wecan go over the ground 
first of all, and I can help you with the measurements.” 

* But will Lady Heersute consent to that?” 

“Oh, between you and me we mustn’t split hairs on a job of this 
sort.’’ 

** I’ve not the slightest ihtention of splitting any of the hairs,” 
said Mr. Johnson, with dignity. ‘‘I know my business too well for 
that, and Z don’t want anyone to help me measure.”’ 


Take me up?” gasped Mr, Johnson, 














“TELL HER LADYSHIP ANY TIME WILL Do.”! 


“Oh; very well,” said the Inspector, huffily, “‘ but don’t think 
you are going to have it all entirely to yourself. Your coming here 
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“It’s that old fool of a boss of mine,” muttered Mr. Johnson. 
‘I suppose he’s wired the secret to every man, woman, and child, 
in the village. Is this the Hall?” 

‘** Yes,” answered the Inspector, icily, ‘and since you want to 
work alone I shall leave you. But how the deuce you are going to 
get to the head of affairs without my information beats me.” 

** Why, I shall see Lady Heersute, and settle the head business in 
ten minutes.” 

‘¢ You’re a clever man,”’ sneered Goodman. “But I may as well 
tell you that it has baffled the whole force of Birmingham for the 
last week.” 

‘Well, you can’t expect ordinary policemen to understand a job 
like this. It’s too delicate. Good-bye for the present.” 

** Confounded young, London jackanapes,”’ muttered the Inspector, 
wrathfully. ‘He shan’t find a clue to the missing jewels if I have 
to go down on my bended knees to the thief—when I’ve found him 
—and beg him to clear out.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Mr. Johnson to himself, “‘ this beats creation! The 
idea of her ladyship employing the whole staff of the Birmingham 
police to try and fix her up with a wig.” 

° ‘ 6 ’ 8 ® 

‘‘Her ladyship sends her compliments to Mr. Johnson, of 
London,” said the footman in answer to the perruquier’s inquiry, 
“and regrets she is unable to see him to-day, but will doubtless be 
able todo so to-morrow. In the meantime will he consider the 
house as his own?” 

‘“‘Certainly,” said Mr. Johnson, highly pleased. ‘Tell her lady- 
ship any time will do, but I only wanted to try it on.” 

“Try it on, indeed,” sniffed the footman, under his breath. 
“You may be a great London detective, though you don’t look it, 
but you ain’t going to try on anything here.”’ 


(To be continued.) 











Waftings from the Wings. 


THE new five-act comedy Change Alley, at the Garrick Theatre 
which reopened on the 25th ult., is a reminiscence of the South Sea 
Bubble scheme of 1720. The comedy recounts episodes in the life 
of Christopher Heartright, Esq., who grew suddenly rich and 
suddenly poor, and ended with the gain of both fortune and love, 
The plot is just discernible, but cannot be said to be either fascina- 
ting or exciting. The manners and diversions of that time do not 
command much attention in the fast-going times of the present 
period. ‘‘ Let the dead past bury its dead.’’ Messrs. Louis N. Parker 
and Murray Carson, of whom the latter takes the part of a sailor, 
whose attire is by no means a dream, are responsible for the 
comedy, Its reception was tolerant, as it was clear that very 
few of the audience were in love with such antiquities, 
Mr. Fred Terry plays Christopher Heartright but without 
imparting any individuality to the character—it was 
Charles Surface redivivus, and the same may be said of Miss Julia 
Neilson’s Celia : it was another Beatrice, only vastly inferior. Mrs, 
Lewis Waller does what she can to ingratiate us with her Vesta, a 
maiden whose love is unrequited. Mr. James Welch, Mr. Robert 
Loraine, Mr. Eric Lewis, Mr. J. H. Barnes, and other well-known 
names help to make up the picture, and that is about all 
that can be said of the matter. The South Sea Bubble supplies 
incidents for a picture and nothing more. Modern Hooleyism has 
—#swamped-the subject-ad nauseam. The scene “Change Alley,” the 
precursor of Capel Court, possessed a few commendable features, 
and the previous scene, Sadler’s Wells, reflects the old prints of 
these gardens of a long-forgotten past. The programme is pro- 
duced in the old style of paper and printing, and sets out the pro- 
logue, which was effectively delivered by Mrs. Beerbohm Tree, 
whose garb suited her to perfection. She resembled the Beauties 


‘that Sir Joshua Reynolds painted so exquisitely. “Considerable 
attention has been given to historic detail, but I am afraid the 
public are too impatient to appreciate the quaintness of the period 
in which the comedy is located. 


“ Tie Cuckoo AT THE AVENUE.—The Cuckoo has “ arrived,” and 
evidently intends to pay us a longer visit than is customary with its 
charming but immoral namesake. Mr. Hawtrey is to be congratu- 
lated upon having secured yet another unquestionable success. 
The Cuckoo, an adaptation of H. Meilhac’s comedy, Decoré; by 
Charles H. Brookfield, is described as a comedy farce. ‘‘ Comedy 
farce”’ od. for Mr. Brookfield has so ingeniously planned this 





—-— ° 


clever play that it is both a farcical comedy and, to a certain 
extent, a comedy of manners; farce in construction, and comedy in 
dialogue and characterisation. The title, too, is excellent. A 
whether the cuckoo who invades alien nests, or the “silly 
cuckoo ’’ who allows his nest to be invaded, be meant, is left to the 
imagination of the audience. 

Mr. Arthur Williams as Thomas Penfold, the cornbroker, who, 
stupidly blind to his wife’s possible entanglement with his friend 
Hugh Farrant, is engaged in a little intrigue of his own with one 


Lady Alexandra Park, is foemowsy funny. The Mrs. Penfold of ~ 


Miss Fanny Ward is delightfully conceived. Her circumspect im- 
pudence, her half-hearted indiscretion, and her charmingly feminine 
selfishness are so cleverly portrayed that the character might 
almost have stepped out of one of Thomas Hardy's novels. iss 
Constance Collier as Lady Alexandra Park, a low-bred adventuress, 
scores a distinct hit. Her little interview,with Penfold in the first 
act, during which a cheque for £200 changes hands, caused the 
house to scream with laughter. Mr. Charles C. Stevens as Colefax, 
a waiter, also provides some capital fun. Other parts are well 
played by Messrs. Lyston Lyle, Frederick Volpe, and Miss Vane 
Featherston. 

Mr. Charles Hawtrey as Hugh Farrant, an imperturbable creature 
of impulse, is provided with a part such as he alone can play, and 
his admirers, and their name is legion, will assuredly keep his 
house full for a long time to come. From the moment he comes on 
the stage, to his final exit in Act ITI., he causes the house to shriek 
with merriment, or to chuckle with that confidential delight which 
is too perfect for mere laughter to satisfy. Without a mannerism, 
but a master of manners, Mr. Hawtrey is without a rival on the 
modern stage. The plot of The Cuckoo has been already so fully 
told that repetition is needless, suffice it to say that the dialogue is 
invariably bright, often witty, and sometimes brilliant, and to add, 
though the addition is superfluous, that Mr. Hawtrey and his 
excellent company make every line tell. The Cuckoo should draw 
all London; as a farce it can hold its own with the best, while as a 
comedy it will delight those for whom mere farce has but little 
attraction. 


A new up-to-date ballet, 4 Day Off, is a fresh item in the pro- 
gramme of the Alhambra Theatre, and produced under the direction 
of Mr. C. Dundas Slater, of Empire fame. The theme is chiefly 
pantomimical, with a political relapse, and is evidently intended 
as a skit upon the approaching Peace Conference, as all 
the prominent Powers are represented. There are three scenes: 
An estate agent’s office in London; the promenade deck of La 
Marguerite at sea; and the Casino Gardens, Boulogne. There is 

lenty of dancing of a very diverting character. Miss Madge 

sseli is the Belle of Margate, and engages one’s attention com- 
letely with her solo dance, and Miss Julie Seales’ descriptive 
nce renders a decision most difficult. She collaborates with Miss 
Cassaboni in a pas de deux. Mr. Fred Farren and many other 
Alhambra favourites take part in the ballet, which should be seen. 
The costumes and general mounting put one’s attempts at descrip- 
tion quite in the shade. The Red Shoes are not yet worn out, 


The annual meeting of the whey Girls’ Country Holiday Fund, 
patronised by H.R.H. the Princess Christian, will take place at the 
Charterhouse, E.C., on Thursday afternoon, 4th inst., at 3-15. 
Dr. Haig Brown will preside, and the speakers will include the 
Bishop of Islington, Rev. Canon Scott-Holland, Rev. Canon 
Barnet, Mrs. Gilbert Samuel, and others. The annual report is 
very satisfactory. Since 1888 the number of factory hands assisted 
in this way has increased from 39 to1,724. The railway companies 
are amongst the helpers: they issue return tickets at single fares. 
Contributions should be sent to Miss Canney, St. Peter's tory, 
Saffron Hill, E.C. 


“‘ Remembrance,” and the * The Ola Fiddler,” are the titles of 
two new songs just published by Mr. Thomas Holloway, 78, New 
Oxford Street, W., which compositions are likely to fully maintain 
and increase the gy Base | attained by the beautiful and 
striking songs ous] from time to time by the sas 
publisher, notably “‘ The iful Prayer,” of which we 
upwards of 20,000 copies have been Lovers of music’ 
in “ Remembrance”’ (words by Oxenford, music by Louis Le Keux) 
a song delightfully simple and beautifully pathetic alike in com- 

ition and melody, and in “ The Old Fi " (words by Edward 

nford, music by Arthur ©. Colborn) the writer and 
composer have excelled themselves in a production at once lively, 
plaintive, and stirring. We venture to predict a successful run on 
these Gems of Music when we call the attention of our readers to 
the fact that although published at 26. éach, they can be obtained 
by sending direct to Thomas Holloway, 78, New Oxford Street, W., 
and mentioning this paper, post free for 24d. each in stamps, or 5d. 
the two. 
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NEW SPRING FASHIONS. 
Milliner.—“ Louise, please hand me down one of the new chapeaux, suitable for a 


lady of fair complexion.”’ 
Louise.—** What age, madam?” 


Milliner.—“ About twenty-six.”———-So.p ! 
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A Bobby Artist. 


[** Policeman Jones, of Leeds, whose 
picture, ‘On the Common,’ a Shrop- 
shire scene, was accepted by the Royal 
Academy Exhibition, has received an 
intimation that, with other paintings, it 
has been crowded out for want of space.” 
—Vide Press. } 

Poriceman Jones has for high art 

A yearning most intense ; 

And nobly he has done his part, 

Which shows he’s far from dense. 


He sent a pretty picture in, 
A good one, sans a doubt ; 

But, though acceptance it did win, 
Alas, twas “‘ crowded out!” 


When weary with a hard day’s work, 
Maybe, a trifle faint, 

His brush, it seems, he does not shirk, 
Though not as “ fresh as paint’! 

A wonder that he does not strike 
’Gainst going “‘ on the beat,” 

Few artists, we opine, would like 
To keep peace in the street ! 








“On Tlings in General.” 


By Mr. “‘ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


I sHoULDN’T think that Uncle Sam 
feels inclined to say ‘‘ Bon jour, Monseer 
Filipin(o) !” with any ’earty goodwill, 
for ’e’s got a ’ard nut to crack, an’ no 
mistake. It’s nice, in a way, to ear of 
the Americans’ bravery, but wot a pity it 
is that a lot of vallyble lives should be 
sacrificed in this petty sort of warfare, 
wich, so far as I can see, ain’t likely to 
do Uncle Sam any pertickler good, an’ 
I dessay, like the mouse in the trap, ’e'd 
“like to get out of it as soon as 
possebel.”’ 

The Duke an’ Duchess of York are in 
Wales now, an’ some of the inhabitants 
of the land of the leek will, to put it 
tulgarly, Be “off their onion” with joy, 
an’ there’ll be no such wails in ‘‘ Gallant 
Little Wales.” 

Mr. Chamberlain’s Bill to enable 
workin’-men an’ people in a small way 
of bisness to purchase their own ’ouses, 
is “abit of orl right’’; in fac’, I think 
it is one of the finest things that ’as ever 
been done for the workin’-man’s welfare, 
an’ yet Radicals are allus spoutin’ that 
they are the workin’-man’s friend. 
Frothy speeches are like the froth ona 
pot o’ beer—not much good, though a 
good many swallow ’em. 

I don’t think that the Government is 
treatin’ Mr. Rhodes jist right. Itseems 
‘ard lines—railway lines, so to say—an’ 
the Government somethink like a lot of 
sleepers. Why don’t they wake up, 
an’ give the necessary garantee? By- 
the-bye, I see that Mr. Rhodes approves 
of the Salvation Army. Well, it sertinly 
does do a lot of good, especially if it’s 
wicked to sleep on a Sunday arternoon ; 
seriously meodking: I wishes the Army 
sucksess, for its aimis noble, if some of 
its shots are, so to say, erratick, 

The new wireless telegrafy is goin’ 
ahead first-class. Wire in, Marconi! 
I’m glad this ginius is an Italian, for it’s 
plesunt to see a countryman of the 
nation we like distinguish hisself. 

So Cromwell is to ’ave a national 
statue erected to ’is memory in ’is native 
town. I fancy that if ‘‘ Old Noll” could 
come to life ’e would growl at Deedee 
City Temple Parker who is afraid o’ 
slippin’ out o’ notice. It strikes me that 
this statue-erectin’ is gettin’ just a bit 
too ’xtensive ; if once you start this sort 
of thing “there’s no tellin’ where to 
stop,” as the cabman sed wen ’e couldn’t 
find the number of the ’ouse. 





AN DERS On ’s 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 








Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 












